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a M goln to get a guide book to this here Met
6 jj ropolltnn Museum of Art I allus says that

pictures Is Jes like preserves yew cant make
ft head nor tall of Ym If they aiul labelled

s 1 tunicd upon hearing thLs remarkable state
iionl to behold a little old lady who was herself
oudly though unconsciously Inbelled New Eng-
land

¬

Her prim little figure was dressed In black alpaca
Jlor neckwear was of spotless white and above It
rosin her delicate sharp featured race But the real
personal touch to the old lady was her bonnet

That bonnet was a delighta bit of millinery that
was n masterpiece of expression It was selfassured

even aggressive It was unyielding and orthodox
It loud been created for its wearer nnd no other and
she wore It as a part of herself It was fashioned of
mourning sill and n bit of jet that stood up straight
as a ramrod I had thought the species extinct-

Oh most upright judge 1 murmured as I gazed
upon It Little mercy would I hope from you If you
knew my secret sin of this very minute Here In tho
Metropolitan Art Museum and with scarcely two
coins to clink together and out of work The little
old Indy had In charge a limp female whom I felt
sure she had piloted thither In perfect safety across
the most crowded thoroughfares for even the callous
biarl of a Now York cab horse must needs have re

J ipccted the authority rested In that bonnet
What an old U would he to the policeman I

bought If only u pattern might be obtained
The check man suggested that he relieve the old

ndy of her umbrella and three parcels eo 1 left them
iiishcd through the little brass revolving gate and
mood in the quiet rotunda of the museum

I wandered about without a guide Just led solely
y my Instinct and taste I came al lost to u bronze

rrnup thnt puzzled me It was utterly different from
mythlng else It mnde me catch my breath sharply

It was the nude figure of a woman one foot atlp
toe the other lifted as if treading upon air The
Icurc was slight almost splrltlike only very human
ioo In one upraised hand was a cluster of grapes
md In her face a wild mad insane Joy In the left
rm she held an Jnfant whose body and face mir

Tored the emotions of hers but in its own infantine
RY3J the stars give light even as the sun The

baby hands reachqd for the fruit ruin time face was
Trunk with the unknown dream of desire There was
something unholy about it aud yet It was not coarse-
nor immoral because it was real

1 What is Itwhat is it I thought I had never
1 heard of the MncMonnies Bacchante-
It It must be the sensuality of excess 1 thought

Just then the little old lady and her charge came
1 ilong The bonnet bristled with disapproval

Im Jes showln yew this because its here the
s old lady explained an longs ycwrc hcqe yew Wright

is well see It all But Its a slander to the sex sick
ir thing But the newspapers dew tell crhout sich
canyins on among them big rich folks thet tbeys no

tollin ef there alnt more Irewlh than poetry in It Jes
+ the same

The limp female turned toward her in mild horror-
Oh Cousin Effy I wouldnt soy that now Taint

w tinder Christian
Well replied the old lady tartly ef taint 50

whys it here then 1

The limp female vouchsafed no response They
passed on and the Bacchante laughed

T climbed more stairs and came to whore the paint
ngs were My heart beat quickly with a pleasure I

lad never experienced before
1 had never dreamed that pictures could hold a

message for me something that I could not translate
Into words only just feel

There was one painting of the sea the fresh snIt
pa with the sun upon It and laughing mermaids
IP rUng In the waves All of a sudden I knew that 1

too had seen these morfolk and known and loved

them only I had not the magic power of calling them-
ap before others eyes 1 realized for the first time
something of the manel of art and n strange longing-

for this manic power crime to me like a faint wind
and was gone After that 1 seemed lo move in a

ira III drinking In the beauty of what I saw as a

parched flower drinks in the rain
There was oh such a tiny canvas beside these

Sargcr ones that held me long 1 have Ince learnod
hint it is called Time Questioner of tho Sphinx

The Man Appears
There at the lips of that gigantic mystery por-

trayed upon so small a canvas a worn ascetic figure
bent listening At the lip of the eternal Silence this

I
tar of faith

w I was glad that the old lady of time bonnet was not
i near It Js best sometimes to be alone After n time

I cnl on AI time end of one of time rooms liming a
very large canvas Baslien Lepagcs Jeanne d Arc
But I did not know this at the time I only knew
that here n usuniel1 lug 10 bring the swift tears here
was a strange new beauty that 1 hail noversecn por-

trayed

¬

before beauty of tin spirit alone a white
lame that burned within making holy the rough outer

K temple Obi I can see now that figure of time Maid
of Orleans the heavy peasant body clad In coarse
homespun and the face of her transfigured blue gray
eyes wide and gazing at Ihe vision of things to be
listening to the voices of the three who spoke The
one is tumor the veiled one and that other one who
Wpt

The ugh of truth was now to be shed upon my ig-

norance

¬

The omnipresent old lady and the limp
female were there guide book In hand

Thais lohuiiu of Arc the old lady announced
looking critically over her glasses As there was no-

rehouse she turned toward her charge who pcrcei-
vif that something was expected of hurt coughed dc
Ifoeitlngly and leuiarUed1

r She loops like she lisa lots of strengthof charac-
lor Cousin Kffy-

Shes bcelu things said the old lady
Oh I did want to laugh I turned away to find my-

self
¬

gazing Into a pair of amused oyos I smiled be-

muse fur dm moment humor had vanquished person-
ality

¬

Hero was a human creature who laughed with
mo Dul1 sudden warning llnohcd lo my brain I
ronuuibored not to static Into strange eye But were
these eyes strange

With the apecd of light these houchts came to me
My gne fell upon the mans hands long slim curi-
ously

¬

V

vhltc
The man from Mouqulns said my heart This

nun 1 hud seen once before In Mouqulus restaurant
lUe had courteously returned to mo u handkerchief

I

So much for youth anti the joy of fresh motionr
he said lightly

1< I laughed because ne was certainly not od YCll-
i remembered the bitterness of hits mice n moment b-

crim 1-

y
ore

f I
j Why do you go with such people fie asked me

abruptly He did not say what people yet I knew
I 11 e that ho referred to my companions on the evening

when 1 hnd first seen him at Mouqulus
I

Vow because I had realized that these people hnd
seemed cheap In his yes even as they had In mlno I

I
was nccordlngly provoked with him

1lJ
Y

j I They ore my friends I remarked stiffly
IH 1 ollr he said easily thats unfortunate limuisoI JsJJ I now 1 cannot relieve my mind concerning them be

The omnipresent old lady and
i
the

limp female were there guide book in hand
J

which I had chopped That was nil Yet I hind never
forgotten him

I am sure that now my face Hushed I turned lignin
lo the picture but it wits no longer Jeanne dAr
that I saw The very atmosplicie of the place seemed
surcharged with this one mans presence l

1 moved lelMiiely on and though he did not follow I

felt him near After many wanderings I came upon
a single group In marble It was called Mother
There was no need of explanatory title here The
ehnste figure of a woman knelt holding within tho
circle of her arms n babe asleep Such adoration
Such utterly pure love So might Mary have held her
little Son all ungucsslng of Calvary

There were teats in my eyes 1 put out njy hand
and touched the little baby softly it seemed just
asleep

You may awaken him said a soft mocking voice
in a sort of lender raillery The tone subtly implied-
the privilege of long tried friendship

I did not turn because of tilt tears but I Knew
who stood beside me and I trembjcl

Come said the mini from Monqulus gently
there Is a picture that you Lave missed I want you

to see it
lIe stood beside me waiting courteously patiently

He said no mote than that and yet I went with him
Why I do not know Ask the llshermen who hear
the sirens sling why they go out to the reefs

We went again through the galleries and I saw
with his eyes beauty that I had not dreamed of
before Tie explained everything to me made nit
understand what until then I had hut dimly snessid
And always lu that mocking half scornful voice of
his

H did not seem strange to be walking there beside
him I hind the queerest feeling of having shared
some oonuuon past with him It was like time memory
of a dream Now mind then I would start at a certain
tone of his voice as if something wore almost re
called what 1 could not tell

His presence tilled me with pence and at time saUlt
time n surging restlessness and a fear

When the gong sounded for closing up time I could
scarcely believe it tans so late We went out together

tilt Js beautiful in the Park now lie Maid Shall
we walk Or perhaps you would prefer to ride

Such gentle assurance I could not help but smile
After all wily not The old lebolliou against con-
ventionality

¬

possessed me I looked at him and
laughed

If you are smite lint It will not interfere in any-
way with your plans 1 should prefer to walk 1 said

We turned into the Park
Suddenly I looked at him You remind me of

some one whom I have known but I cannot recall
who it Is

He gfixud down upon me from under lowered lids
Yon ifinind me of some one whom I have never

known but 1 know quite well who itis lie said
I retreated hastily C

You know a great deal about art I remarked
Perhaps he smiled but not so much js vuni

1 was angry

The Loved Art-
I know nothing whatever I replied wllh Icy dig

pity You could hardly have failed to observe that
On time contrary I observed that you mow more

than I he repeated quite unrullletl Then his face
changed to an expression I could not read Whereas
I have only a carefully cultivated taste for art time

love of It Is In your blood
I was startled at the wave of bitter feeling that

swept his voice a wave crested with envy that broke
upon lily dual words Almost Innlaully hlll face be
came again umskllkc enigmatical

lilt
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shies It must be beastly inconvenient to have friends
that seem ridiculous to you

I turned toward himfiercely
Oh come now heJsald laughing softly They

were ridiculous you know cheap and absurd with
their wouldbe Bohemian airs You saw ll too 1 rend
it in your face

Well I was their guest I protested with heat
Yes he agreed und that brings us buck to the

original question Why do you go with such people
Because I am lonely I defended angrily and

they are the only people I know I regretted the
words the moment I had spoken He was silent for
a while and then said

You are a wise lltlle one to know the reason why
and that Is Just the reason I dare say It Is the
loneliness that drives as to do many things Little
Wise One It is because of the loneliness that I am
here now talking to your

His voice caressed as the sea caresses with the
power to hurt withheld What did the loneliness-

mean for him Evidently not n lack of means My

womans intuition prompted There was some
oman perhaps front whom he was separated

A swift fierce sensation swept me that made me

acutely unhappy It was gone in a moment but it
hind left me startled Surely I was not jealous Of
whom Because of what About a strange man
whom 1 should probably never see again J demanded
angrily of mjolf

What an absurdity I was a little afraid
It K growing late I shull have to be starting

home now I said luruing toward Fifth avenue
Yes he agreed cheerfully It Is a long way to

Xo P West Thlrtyfirsl street
How do you know where I live r I demanded

liven you see he replied slowly perhaps you

remember lint night when you were returning from
Mouqulns Just as you had reached your hoarding
house n taxicab slower up alongside the curb so that
the man Inside could light his cigarette you see I
was that man std 1eLJmst chanced to notice flui
number As T was siiying It is n long way to Thirty
lirsl street So we hind better Iud n cab

Now I thought it is Mine to put a stop to this-

I nm going lo catch the Fifth avenue stage I
remarked with unmistakable emphasis

What a lark he cried with apparent unfeigned
delight And well ride on top

I could nut hell hut smile It was loo absurd
Then his face sobered

11 say Llttlo Vise One bo reasonable The lone

Ilness islo blame If you go home by yourself you
will have to face It and so will I Come on to Mou ¬

qulns and lets have II bite to tat and well listen to

the music Then well W Iwluw stairs and have our
liqueur and listen to more music Then you never will
go to Mouqulus ever again without thinking of me
Come on Im better lhan the loneliness

I thought of the boarding house Time nasty dim

Ill stairs and time tiny cubbyhole at time top that was
my bedroom It would be dark and silent There

would be no music there and oh I knew mow the
loneliness would mock me That fearful loneliness

that I was beginning to dread

This was a stolen day it should bo sweet oil to the

cud Tomorrow mlcht dawn cruel amid exoctluir

b

with its stern problem of work to lw found But this
hour was mine Not the thought of anything should
mar lu I suppose that I was mad

Yes1 will go I said but I am going on the
Fifth ncmic stage-

The Night Beautiful
I clung to some shadow of conventionality The

staid dignity of the stage conch seemed to suggest
not such utter during as a spin In a frivolous taxicab

If he had laughed I should not have hone But he

lid not even smile J almost believe that he read my
very thoughts

We climbed upon the top awl found Llie front sent
vacant It wits a beautiful ride down the avenue

r ffI 1

tit Twentyolghth street we alighted and walked
across to Mouqulns We were early so a table was
easily procured not loo far from the music not too

near
An air of utter well being possessed mo Only I

wished that I had been beaullfully dressed like souse

of time women But he paid no attention lo them
whatever only to me He ordered cocktail 1 did
not drink much of i because I hind not hall any-
thing to eat for hour lie lid not urge me

I do nol remember really eating through of course
I did hut It was more the atmosphere of the place
that 1 drank inthe sense of real companionship I

had not realized how I had hungered for It The
music was more potent than the wlno to set my blood-

to dancing And that most subtle of Intoxications
the power to charm was mine and I was exerting it

We dallied over our meal with many light jests and
much laughter By common unspoken consent we

laid agreed to put aside all curiosity concerning what
ire did not know of each other

When the meal was finished we sat listening to
time music I told him a funny story and ho had been
laughing when with one of those swift transitions
of mood that made him so inexplicable he said
speaking seriously-

This time tomorrow night I shall be far out at
sea

IIAt Semi J echoed blankly
Yes he replied I leave for India tomorrow

morning

The Wailer put beside him time tray with his change
Mechanically I watched him gather up all limit a five
dollar bill

It Is the last evening Jacques he said for some-
time

Jacques eyebrows went up lu surprise s
Monsieur gQes I will be sorry not to serve Mon-

sieur
Monsieur loaned toward me
Shall we go below stairs for our liqueur The

woman slims Ihcre at this lout
WAe descended the narrow stairs and came into the

room where I hind first seen him The tablo in the
corner that lie hind then occupied wu held in reservo
We look it

The waiter without Instruction placed before him-

a box uf cigarettes He ordered liqueur and the waiter
departed I watched thOBC slim while hands remove
the cjgaielles from the box and place them In his
own plain gold case

One of the miiHlcions a woman sang Her voice

was haunllngly sweet

Tale hands I loved beside the Shaliuiar
Where are you now

The words of the song stung my brain and fell like
sparks upon my heart As on that first night I raised
my cyct from his hands to find his gaze upon my face
1 flushed hotly All my body shook with a strange

fear What hind he read of my thought What had

boon my thought I was not quite sure
Why did you think my hands cruel that flist

night when you looked at them ho asked and
laughed What Is to become of you LIlllo WIse

One when I am gone to sea Maybe you will marry
some one Just brcatisf of the loneliness-

No I will nut 1 cried almost angrily
Why Ho seemed a bit surprised at my vehe-

mence
Because I shall never marry I do not wish to

He laughed Oh Now thats too had I was Just
about to suggest that you come along to India with
mo We could llnd a parson before curfew rings

1 laughed a tribe nervously but faced his eye
oravely

J should never never marry you in the world-
I dcclaiid

And why may I ask t he questioned amused
Because I told him I could never he free Nil

one could ever be tree who I stumbled over the
word loved you

He was silent for n moment with lowered eye
Then he asked sofUy

Mid dimes It mean fio ranch to you Little Wish
Oar to be free-

It means everything In tho world to me I cried
I cannot live If I am not free
The liqueur arrived and was set before as The

jvaltor departed There was nothing said for a tovt
moments nod then

noes marriage mean that to youan utter lose of

freedom 7

T do not know I faltered Love means a lade
of freedom doesnt It

Afler a little while of silence he leaned across th9
table and looked deeply Into my eyes

Great God I wonder U you could understand
he said

I did not know what It was I was to understand
and 1 did not urge him to tell me I was afraid

What is going to become of you Little Wise One

when I am out on the 8n2 The loneliness Is a devil
of hell he said and you have blood In your veins
and you want to be free T do not want you to go one

ever again with those people you came here with tha
other night Do you hear

The Surrender-

I opened my eyes wide at his tone of authority but

I did not resent It

lIe did not ask me to promise Ho only told mo

whal he did not want me to do and then he changed

the subject-

It was twelve oclock when we left It seemed so

natural when he beckoned to the chauffeur of a wait-

Ing

¬

taxicab
Drive up Riverside he ordered

Wt went up Broadway as far as Seventysecond-

street thou crosser l to the driveway The river lay
to the loft like a long black shadow There was a
sprinkling of lights on the Jersey shore It was star-

light

¬

overhead and there was a sense of brooding
pence lu the air

Vc rarely spoke I do not know what my thoughts

were If I thought at all I seemed in a dream

Wc came at lust to Claremont It looked like fairy-

land

¬

with Its summer garden and lighted verandas-

The fur oft sound of gentle gayety drifted to us I

was afraid that he might suggest that we stop but he

did not
We turned here and started back A cool SIll

breeze blew upon us
Oh From the sear cried in delight-
You love the sea dont you lie said
More than almost anything in the world I cried

He leaned near but did not touch me
Come with me to India Little Wise One We

would be together on the sea You could be as free
as the air I sweat It I would never try to hold you

against your will Marry me or not as you please
only come with me

I turned to him with frightened eyes
Oh I could not do that Do you not see I could

not marry you I do not want to marry any one
And it would be wicked not to marry Do you not
see I Could not do thnt

Yes I sec he said soberly Ton are a strange
child

1 leaned back with closed eyes Burning tsars
slipped from beneath the lids I do not know why I
cried

We rode home to the boarding house in silence
When we got out he dismissed the cab I gave him
the key to unlock the storm door We stepped Into
the vestibule He unlocked the Inner door and re
turned the key to me As I took it from him his
hand closed over mine

I understood then why I had thought his hands
cruel The touch of them was a chain of fire that
knew no mercy It drew me to him Ills arms wcro
about me His lips upon mine I knew for ono brief
moment the glory of snrr ender Then he pushed mo

roughly from him but still holding my liands His
facg was wild like the sea in a storm and he laughed
the old mocking sea laugh that was both tender and
cruel

You have kissed me he whispered fiercely You

will never be free attain Never so long as you re-

member

¬

nail you shall remember so long as there is
blood in your body You little wild elf thlngl You
mildly marry whom you please but you are mine mine

Then he grow strangely calm He turned my two
hands over gently and laid his burning face in the
palms of thom

Oh Little WJse One Little Wise One he whis i

percd mind was gone
I stumbled blindly up the stairs and opened at last

my door It was even as he had said The loncllnes-
slabbed me that tormenting loneliness that Is a devil
of hell

I crept into bed and lay staring into the lark I

scorned wholly cut oil from all the past of my life
I3vou the happening of the hours Just gone by the
tweeting with the man from Mouqnlns what he had
said to me and the touch of his lips upon mine
scorned more symbolic of what might be rather than
something that hud actually occurred J seemed ut-

terly
¬

alone The horror of it shoot me

Then into that dark hour there stole the sense of t
presence Infinitely sweet and calm It was in-

molher who came to me In my need She seemed to
gather use Into her arms just as she used to do when
1 wits a little girl and soothed my troubled spirit into

ISo
the terror of loneliness crept away and though

I know It was there lurking In the dark there was

also love mill we nre never alone so long ia there 1i

love
Oh God teach me to be strong I prayed in my

heart That was the first real prayer I had every

made
And bo elided the first lesson J


